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01. We studied together on the Yorkshire coast. 
02. Johann finally buys a copy from "that bent old bookseller in Chandos Street gnarled 
out of old solid crag."
03. Military tribute and the fear of being buried alive in the North Sea
04. Lovecraft may have been referring to Lunaeus Gabinius Capito or Lord Northam.
05. A Londoner who screams when the church bells ring, expelling from his mouth, the 
tamest and most puerile kind of horror.
06. (see figure 4) Above the waist it was semi-anthropomorphic; though its chest, where 
the dog's rending paws still rested watchfully had the leathery, reticulated hide of a 
crocodile or alligator. The back was black piebald with yellow and black, and dimly 
suggested the squamous covering of certain snakes. Below the waist, it was the worst; for 
here all human resemblance left off and sheer phantasy began. The skin was thickly 
covered with coarse black fur, and from the abdomen a score of long greenish-grey 
tentacles with red sucking mouths protruded limply.
07. Sounds oozed over us, the fronds have slipped inside.
08. We are told to "obliterate the 23-year-old dreamer"
09. Johann only begins to sing when the opium arrives from the squalid precincts of Clare 
Market. 
10. She set about reassembling fronds from the cut. I wandered back to the beach to collect 
more condoms filled with thick black ink. 
11. It being answerable from the hill and not from the air. Johann's grandfather kept 
saying the formula last night, and I think we saw the inner city. I shall go to these poles 
when the earth is cleared off. They from the air told me at Sabbat.
12.When I wake, I check the arrangement of the room. 
13. Without warning came those deep, cracked, raucous vocal sounds which will never 
leave the memory of the stricken group. Not from any human throat were they born, for 
the organs of man can yield no such acoustic perversions.
14. She spent her time in the lost hymns and bells of Dunwich.
15. Inscribed with the word Amundsem.    
16. We made a rudimentary wound. No Bandages.
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